DEATH  OF  CONSTAHTIOTJ  PALJIOLOOT^' "279-'

and mingling in the thickest of the battle, was
struck down by an unknown hand,, and buried
beneath the press of the slain. In another
moment Constantinople was in the hands of
the Turks.

The Tast size of the city prevented the news m
of its capture from spreading for some time to
its 'remoter quarters. The sudden silence was
probably the first intimation of the fatal cata-
strophe ; and what that silence meant, the
people refused to ask. While the battle
thundered around the walls, and even to the
last moment,, there were multitudes of fanatics
who believed that a divine interposition would
yet come to their relief. An enthusiast, as wild
as any who shook his lean hand in scorn of Titus
and his legions from the glowing roofs of the
Temple, had prophesied, that the Turks would
indeed force their way intj Constantinople;
but that, as soon as they had penetrated as far
as St. Sophia's, an angel would descend from
heaven, and, delivering a fieiy sword to a poor
man seated at the foot of Constantino's column,